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self, exclaimed that if such were the case she had better leave him,
and I heard her go out of the drawing-room, not without consider-
able commotion. A few seconds later Monsieur Puybaraud came
into my room. His face was dead white. He held in his hand the
envelope which she must almost have flung at him. His trousers
were mud-spattered to the knees. He was wearing no cuffs. His
black tie and starched shirt-front were the left-overs of his old school
outfit.

"You heard?" he asked. "Louis, dear boy, you shall judge be-
tween us. . .."

I don't think that many youngsters can have been asked to referee
between older persons quite so often as I was. The trust which I had
inspired in my master on that evening, now long past, when he gave
me a letter to post to Octavia Tronche, urged him once again to
have recourse to my good offices. It was a rational trust which
derived from that cult of the young which he had always professed
According to him (and he had been foolish enough to develop his
views in my hearing) boys between the ages of seven and twelve are
the privileged possessors of a remarkable clarity of mind, of some-
thing that amounts, at times, to the inspiration of genius, though
older persons find it hard to believe this. It vanishes, however, with
the approach of puberty. In spite of the fact that I was now fifteen,
I had retained, in his eyes, all the glamour of childhood. Poor
Puybaraud! Marriage had not improved him physically. He was
now almost bald. A few sparse strands of fair hair waged a hopeless
struggle against the encroaching nakedness of his skulL His flushed
cheek-bones alone gave colour to his bloodless face, and he was
continually coughing.

He drew a chair up to mine as he used to^do when he explained
some Latin text to me in the old Larjuzon days.

"Ybtt will understand... /*

He used the second person singular. This he did only in moments
of emotional outpouring, and when he was speaking to one of those
young persons whom he regarded as the possessor of an infallible
genius. He told me that the doctor believed that Octavia could have
a child in the normal way only if she were assured of complete rest,